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"Matsuda-san is popular but old, and Hara-san's ability is admired,
but he lacks prestige,"

Looking up from the desk to Takekoshi, Saionji said: "You know,
I was drafting my resignation as President of the Seiyukai Party when
you came in." He became reminiscent. "Succeeding Ito, I've been the
Party President six and a half years, and organized two Cabinets-I am
leaving for Kyoto, in quest of peace and quietude."

"You, you won't change your mind on your retirement-?"

Calm and collected though he usually was, Saionji could not restrain
his emotion.

No words were spoken until Takekoshi remarked; "You have a new
housekeeper in the place of the late Sagnrni, I am informed. Are you
going to take your household along with you to Kyoto?"

"Huh, as usual, but Otama wants to remain here. Huh, Sagami was
a devoted and dependable woman. For over sixty years, while she was
with me, I had no trouble at home-whatever difficulty there was she
always managed to iron it out without bothering me. The new servant
may become efficient in time. She is young and good-looking-" He
looked at his visitor and added: "I have arranged through an agent to
hire another girl when I get to Kyoto this time."

"Oh!" Takekoshi smiled in spite of himself.

"Takekoshi-san, Kyoto is the place to rest and yet enjoy many nice
things. These days Tokyo is too noisy. Many big buildings are being
built, automobiles begin to rush through the narrow streets. Besides,
there are too many politicians.

"And you know, still another reason why I want to retire to Kyoto
is the fact that the Momoyama Mausoleum of the late Emperor is near
there. I like to pay homage there once in a while."

It was at Saionji's Kyoto home in the early spring of 1913.

A young girl with black hair, fair complexion, clear eyes and sen-
suous features with a soft Kyoto accent, waited on Saionji,

"Yes, my lord." Her eyelids fluttered* When her employer gave
her an admiring look, she blushed.

'My lord* had had several glasses of wine.

"Come, come, Ghana, tell me mare about yourself and your home,
You were born here though? A great number of years ago Zeze, where
your people now live, was one of the scenic spots on the southwestern
shores of the great Biwa Lake. When I was a young man I used to go
through your place on my way to visit the 'Omi-hakkei/ the right